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out, and this is all I ever heard or saw them say, One
Sunday, I followed them home. They lived behind a
pump, and the personage opened their abode with an
exceeding large key. The one solitary inscription on
their house related to a fire-plug. The house was
partly undermined by a deserted and closed gateway;
its windows were blind with dirt; and it stood with
its face disconsolately turned to a wall. Five great
churches and two small ones rang their Sunday bells
between this house and the church the couple fre-
quented, so they must have had some special reason
for going a quarter of a mile to it. The last time I
saw them was on this wise. I had been to explore
another church at a distance, and happened to pass
the church they frequented, at about two of the
afternoon when that edifice was closed. But, a
little side-door, which I had never observed before,
stood open, and disclosed certain cellarous steps.
Methought " They are airing the vaults to-day,"
when the personage and the child silently arrived at
the steps, and silently descended. Of course I came
to the conclusion that the personage had at last
despaired of the looked-for return of the penitent
citizens, and that he and the child went down to get
themselves buried.

In the course of my pilgrimages I came upon one
obscure.church which had broken out in the melo-
dramatic style, and was got up with various tawdry
decorations, much after the manner of the extinct
London may-poles. These attractions had induced
several young priests or deacons in black bibs for
waistcoats, and several young ladies interested in that
holy order (the proportion being, as I estimated,
seventeen young ladies to a deacon), to come into